FOUR        TALES        BY        ZELIDE

to believe it myself, or else for my memories
of that day to be for ever obliterated. Caliste
had only left half an hour earlier; why did
I not follow her? What retained me ? If there are
intelligences who are witnesses of our thoughts,
let them tell me what retained me? I seated myself
in the place where Caliste used to write, I seized her
pen, I kissed it, I wept; I thought that I intended
to write; but, teased by the bustle that was pro-
ceeding around me in the ordering of my mistress's
furniture and wardrobe, I soon left the house, I
wandered about the country, and then I went back
to shut myself up at home. At one o'clock that
night I lay down fully dressed; I slept; my
brother, CaliSte, a thousand melancholy phantoms,
haunted me; I woke up with a Start, all in a sweat;
then, a little recovered, I thought that I would go
and tell Caliste what I had suffered that night, and
the terror my dreams had caused me. Tell CahHfi
But she was gone; it was her departure that had
thrown me into that terrible condition; Cahste was
no longer within my reach, she was no longer
mine, she was another's. No; she was not yet
another's; I began to move, to run to and fro, to
call. I ordered my horses; and, while they were
being put into my carriage, I went to awaken her
servants and to ask them if they had heard nothing

of Mr. M------.   They told me that he had arrived

at eight the previous evening, and that at ten he
had taken the London road. At that moment my
head grew bewildered, I desired to kill myself,
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